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Seen It All 
by Lonnie Gilroy 

“NO. NO. NOPE. I AM NOT. I AM NOT HAVING MY PHOTOGRAPH TAKEN. NO. 

NO. NOPE.” 

 

An uneasy silence fell over the room, which only moments ago had been abuzz with 

noise, anxiety and laugher. Everyone’s focus was, once again, drawn to one boy. 

Gerald. Or as he known today, Space Corporal Gerald, complete with a navy Star 

Taskforce blazer and replica medals.  

 

The attention seemed to make things worse. 

 

“STOP LOOKING AT ME! I AM SORRY BUT I AM LEAVING NOW.” 

 

Mrs Vincent strode towards Gerald. “You’re not going anywhere until you get your 

picture taken like everyone else.” 

 

“I said NO!”  

 

Mrs Vincent sighed. “You have to get your photo for your ID, Gerald. How are we 

going to know who you are if you don’t get a picture?” 

 

Gerald thought about it for a moment. “I can just be the one without a picture.”  

 

Mrs Vincent sighed, deeper and longer this time. “We let him wear the bloody jacket 

and he’s still not happy…” she muttered to herself.  

 

	



 

		

	

	

	

This	text	is	reproduced	with	the	permission	of	the	author	for	use	in	the	2020	Microflix	Awards.		
Not	for	distribution.	Copyright	the	author. 

The photographer standing next to Mrs Vincent chuckled. “There’s always one funny 

one. Believe me, I’m the expert.”  

 

Mrs Vincent gave the photographer a sharp look, then gestured towards Gerald. 

“Well. Show us how it’s done.”  

 

The photographer looked around the room. Gerald was holding up the long line of 

students waiting for their photos. No resolution was in sight.  

 

Then, an idea. 

 

The photographer turned to Gerald.  

 

“Corporal! Your photograph is no longer required.” 

 

Gerald raised his hands in relief. “Finally!” Mrs Vincent tuned to the photographer 

in alarm.  

 

“I meant...” 

 

“But! We do require a visual association memory aid. A, uh, a, VAMA! Look, not my 

idea, but command back home reckon it’s important.” 

 

Gerald looked around, a little confused, but also a little excited. “What’s the VAMA 

do?” 

 

“Oh, a VAMA. Sure. It’s so we’ve got a copy of you on file in case… in case there’s 

ever a clone.” 

 

“Ahh. Right.” 
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“Yeah. This way we can compare any clones to the VAMA. So we know we’ve got the 

real deal.” 

 

Gerald breathed in deeply. “I consent to the VAMA.” 

 

Gerald stepped in front of the background. He looked up, the most serious a 12-

year-old boy has ever looked.  

 

The photographer raised the camera. “I guess a smile’s out of the question…” she 

murmured to Mrs Vincent.  

 

“Just take the bloody picture.”  

 


